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"What do you mean by my bringing father here, then? The
only room he'd endure to be in is this one."
"I'm sorry, Jenny. You misunderstood me—I thought	"
But Jenny made no answer; and Wizzie recalled how a
priest at the convent had told her once that she must never
say anything that she couldn't imagine the Blessed Virgin
saying. "It would have been better," she said to herself, "if
he'd said 'feeling/ but what I feel now, my good Jenny, is a
longing to shake you out of all this nonsense!"
"He hasn't changed one bit to you. It's you who've changed
to him," she remarked.
Jenny stared wildly at her. "Sometimes," she said: "I wish
he would kill himself at that yard and then we'd be at the
worst!"
Wizzie removed her elbow from the mantelpiece and glanced
at the girl among the water-lilies over their bed. She remem-
bered looking at this picture that first night when she waited
so long for No-man to come upstairs. How uneasy Mrs. Dearth's
infatuation had made her at first! It had reminded her of
Grummer's mania for younger women. In her case it had
gradually been transferred to Popsy, though she was sure it
had never quite died out, not even after all that with Old
Funky, but in Jenny's case this quarrel with Claudius was what
had ended it.
"It's my figure they like!" she said to herself, as she con-
templated the very different figure of the young woman among
the lilies.
"It's the way I'm made, and the way I carry myself, and all
that business that he put me through. It's not my face; for
thafs only passable once in a blue moon. Women certainly do
like girls whose bodies have been trained, even when they're
not like old Grummer was. But what tragedy-airs you do give
yourself, Jenny, sitting on that table and swinging those old
boots of yours as if you'd like to kick the house down!" And
then, in spite of herself, Wizzie suddenly felt a stab of pitiful
pathos, a stab that went through her like a bare bodkin, for she
remembered how, when she'd teased her friend, as long ago
as Christmas^ about these old-fashioned boots of hers, which
g^ were the kind that had elastic at the sides, and might have be-
^Nlonged to her grandmother, Jenny had confessed that neither
Vhe nor Claudius ever bought new boots, "We get second-

